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Frog Goes Up, Up, Up

The wind made ripples on Frog’s pond.

When he woke up from his sleep he saw something floating on the water. Something he had never seen before.
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It was BIG, BIG.

It was Orange.

It had a tail.

Frog called his friends. “Come see. There is a THING in my pond.”
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“It does not talk. It does not move. It just lies there on the water.”

“I think it is a big egg. Maybe a hippopotamus egg,” Rabbit said.

“We do not have any hippopotamus-esssss here,” Frog told her.

“I think it is a big, big bubble,” Possum said.
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Frog shook his head, “Who ever heard of an orange bubble?”

“I think it is a humongous seed,” Raccoon said.
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“I think it is a THING with a long, ugly, skinny tail,” Squirrel said.

Frog swam closer.
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“Pull its long, ugly, skinny tail,” Squirrel said. “Then see what happens.”

“Do not,” Possum advised. “It might do something bad.”

“Be brave,” Squirrel urged.
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Frog swam closer. He took hold of THING’s tail.

Just then the wind came strong. It skidded THING across the pond.
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Suddenly THING rose UP, UP, UP.

“Let go! Let go of the tail,” Rabbit called.

But Frog was too far above the pond. He was scared to let go.

Rabbit ran for the long, ugly, skinny tail and caught it. She swung behind Frog. They went UP, UP, UP.

Then Squirrel ran and swung behind Rabbit.

Then Possum.
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THING began to sink DOWN, DOWN, DOWN.

Possum’s feet were on the ground. Then Squirrel’s.

Then Rabbit’s.

Then Frog’s.

They fell in a Froggie, Rabbitty, Squirrely, Possumy heap.
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THING started to rise again. It bumped into the oak tree and . . .

BANG!

It was the loudest bang in the world.
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Drifting down from the oak tree were little pieces of THING.

“We killed it!” Frog moaned. “Oh, that is so sad.”

“We will have a funeral,” Rabbit said. “A nice one.”

“To show we are sorry,” Frog added.
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They dug a small hole under the oak tree and buried all the little bits of THING. Then they held paws and sang a sorry song.

“I wonder what THING was?” Rabbit asked.

Frog shook his head. “I suppose we will never know.”
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Frog’s Pretty Blue Scarf

Raccoon came by Frog’s home.

“I was told you have a bad cold,” she said. “I knitted this pretty blue scarf for you. It will keep you warm and help your cold.”

“Oh, thank you,” Frog said. “It will be perfect.”

But it was not perfect.
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Frog tried to wrap it around his neck. “But I have no neck,” Frog said to himself. “And I am too slippery.”

The scarf slipped up to cover his face. “Help, help! I cannot breathe.”
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Then it slipped over his eyes. “Help, help! Now I cannot see. I will give this pretty blue scarf to my friend, Rabbit. There is nothing wasted that you give to a friend.”
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“Oh, thank you,” Rabbit said. “This will be perfect.”

She wore the scarf all day.

But it was not perfect.
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“My own fur is so soft and cozy. This pretty blue scarf makes me too hot. I will give it to my friend, Squirrel. He will look spiffy in it.”

Squirrel did look spiffy in it. “This is perfect,” he said.

But it was not perfect.
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“This pretty blue scarf is scratchy,” he said. “It makes me itch. I know, I will give it to my friend, Possum. She can cuddle her babies in it.”
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“Oh, thank you,” Possum said. “This will be perfect.”

She tucked her babies in the pretty blue scarf.

But it was not perfect.
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Her babies did not like it one bit.

“Let us out, let us out,” they squeaked. “Help, help! We are trapped.”

They squeaked and squealed and bit their mother and each other.
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“Oh dear,” Possum said, untucking them. “I know. I will give the pretty blue scarf to Frog. I hear he has a bad cold.”

Frog was surprised when Possum came.

“Thank you, Possum,” he said. “But I am too slippery to wear a pretty blue scarf. And I have no neck. A scarf will not stay where I put it.”
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“Mmm,” Possum said. “Let me think.”

She put the scarf on Frog. She tied the long ends around Frog’s fat belly. “There,” she said, “now it will stay where you put it.”

“Thank you,” Frog said. “You are so clever.”
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Possum nodded. “That is true. I am glad I gave it to you. There is nothing wasted that you give to a friend.”

“That is what I always say,” Frog told her.

When Possum left he sat down and wrote a thank-you note to Raccoon.

“I feel better already,” he wrote. “I am wearing the pretty blue scarf and it is perfect. Absolutely perfect.”
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Frog and Hippo
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Frog was resting on a lily pad when he heard a noise.

CRUNCH, CRUNCH, CLUMP. CLUMP, CRUNCH, CRUNCH.

He hopped quickly into his pond and peered over the edge.

Something was coming. Something BIG.
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“Hello,” a big voice said.

“Hello,” Frog stammered. “Who are you?”

“I am Hippopotamus.”

Frog quaked. This must be the biggest animal in the world. He had heard of hippopotamus-esssss. But this was the first one he had seen.
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Oh no, he thought. He has come for his egg which we killed and buried.

Frog took a deep breath, “If you have come for your egg, Hippopotamus, we killed it. We did not mean to. We are very sorry.”
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“I do not know what you mean,” Hippopotamus said. “I do not lay eggs. I am a mammal.”

“Oh.” Frog was not sure what that meant. But he was happy that Hippopotamus was not angry. He was so BIG.
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“Just call me Hippo,” Hippopotamus said. “I live in town in the Little Zoo. Someone left my cage open. I ran away to see the world. Then I saw your pond. I like ponds. May I join you?”

“Of course.” Frog moved over.
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Hippo waddled in. He was so BIG he filled the pond.

Hippo closed his eyes. “Lovely!”

Frog could not even stretch his legs. “Will you stay long?” he asked.

“Mmm,” Hippo said. “This is so nice. I think I will stay forever.”

Frog gulped. “But there is not room for both of us.”

“Oh, you are so small. I think we will both fit.”
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Frog did not want to share his pond. How could he swim with BIG Hippo in the water? He liked to dance around his pond in the moonlight. With no one to watch. How could he do that if Hippo stayed forever? How could he have quiet time for his nap? He did not want to tell Hippo to go away. That would be rude.

Frog looked up. Geese were flying south for winter.

Oh yes, Frog thought.

“Hippo,” he said, “soon it will be winter. Look! The geese are flying south. The pond will be covered with ice. It will be so cold. I will be having my winter sleep in the mud on the bottom. But you are too big to cover yourself with that mud. There will be ice, ice, ice all around you.”
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“Oh my!” Hippo said. “You are right. And I hate to be cold.” He shivered and the pond water sloshed over the side. Ants ran for cover. “They do keep my pond warm at the Little Zoo,” Hippo said. “And they give me warm straw to lie in. It is pretty nice back there.”
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“Sometimes you have to run away to see what the world is like,” Frog said. “But sometimes you are happy to go home.”

“That is true,” Hippo said. “I liked being with you. But I think I will go back now.”
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“Goodbye,” Frog said. “Nice to meet you.” Then, happy once more, he swam round and round his pond.

After that he took a nap.
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Dear Parents,

All children learn to read at their own pace and in their own way. Some children dive in successfully while others seem to struggle. Regardless of your child’s stage of development, this book can be shared together. Although Frog and Friends is designed to be a beginning chapter book for newly independent readers, any child can enjoy the stories inside.

Independent Readers: These children can pick up this book and read, comprehend, and get pleasure from it independently. Allow your child to read the book alone. After you have also read the book, discuss the stories together. Discover which parts your child liked best, and share what you enjoyed. Compare the stories to another book or to a real-life occurrence.

Newly Independent Readers: These children are very excited to be reading their “first chapter book!” If your child is at this stage, begin by introducing the characters and concepts in the stories. Following your introduction, listen to your child read the book aloud, and offer assistance when needed. Allow your child to look at the pictures to enhance each story and aid in comprehension. Although this book is considered to be a beginning chapter book, it is really a collection of stories. If your child does not have the endurance to read the entire book, just one of the three stories can be read in a sitting.

Nonreaders and Emergent Readers: These children are not yet ready to tackle the length and depth of this book alone. Instead, read the stories to your child. As you read, ask your child to predict what will happen next. Discuss the plot, characters, and pictures, and talk about what your child likes about each story. Enjoy reading together!

Visit www.sleepingbearpress.com for beginning reader strategies and tips to help your child learn to read.

Joy L. Towner
Professor of Education
Judson University, Elgin, IL
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To review other titles and downloadable teachers’ guides
go to: www.sleepingbearpress.com.
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